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GENTLE GESTURES 


Wratten by: NightOwlFangul 


It was the day the five teen heroes were waiting for, their day off. 
Every once in a while, the city would grant them a day relieved from 
their hero duties to spend time as they pleased. It wasn’t often they 
had one of those days, maybe every few months or so, or when crime 
seems too slow, but they sure took advantage of it. 


Days off often made Robin quite anxious. It was hard for him to 
turn his brain off of hero mode, even if it was just for the day. After 
an unsatisfying sleep due to his mind running for most of the night, 
he decided to do some organizing to keep himself preoccupied. It 
had taken him quite some time, well into the early evening, but still 
less ttme than he had originally planned. Not knowing what else to 
do and still feeling a bit restless, he decided to go see who was in the 
common room, if anyone. 


As he walked in, he was happily greeted by Cyborg who 
unsurprisingly was still working in the kitchen. He had made noodles 
earlier for lunch, which were absolutely amazing, so he wondered 
what he was making next. 


“Hey Rob! How’s it going?” 
“It’s going good.” Robin answered as he walked to the kitchen 
island and sat on one of the bar stools. “Just finished cleaning, so I 


figured ’'d come and see who was in here.” 


“Just me right now. Haven’t seen anyone since lunch.” Cyborg 
commented, pulling out a bowl from one of the cabinets. 


“Do you know what anyone else is doing?” Robin asked and looked 
around the room in search of his friends. 


“BB asked if I wanted to go somewhere with him but Star ended 


up joining him instead. Haven’t seen Rae though.” Cyborg sighed. 
“She could have come in when I went to the bathroom but I haven’t 
seen her since yesterday afternoon. “Have you seen her?” 


“T saw her last night,” Robin thought back to one of their, witching 
hour meeting’s, as Beast Boy liked to call them. “But I haven’t seen 
her since. If she doesn’t come out in a bit, PIl go and check on her.” 


Cyborg nodded in agreement. He knew Raven wasn’t the most 
social butterfly and was known to not make an appearance for 
sometimes a few days, but it still didn’t mean he wasn’t concerned. 
“Hopefully dinner will lure her out, ’m making waffles.” 


“If those don’t get her out here, I don’t know what will.” Robin 
chuckled. “Do you need any help?” 


“If you could get me an egg and the milk, that would be great.” 
Cyborg listed as he poured in the mix and the water. 


Robin nodded as he made his way over to the fridge. “You’re in 
luck,” he said as he opened the egg carton, “there are exactly two 
eggs left.” 


“Cutting it real close there, huh?” Cyborg whistled. “The pasta 
took most of the eggs and flour this afternoon, so we'll have to go to 
the store soon.” 


“We could send Beast Boy and Starfire to get some things.” Robin 
suggested and handed the milk and eggs over to Cyborg who gave a 
hearty chuckle. 


“Oh, Pm sorry. Didn’t mean to laugh in your face.” He shook his 
head and eased his chuckle. “Do you not remember what they came 
home with the last time they went to the store together?” 


“You're not even going to give them the benefit of the doubt 
here?” Robin grinned, remembering very well the “biscuit s’mores” 


incident. 


“Not yet.” Cyborg kept shaking his head while cracking the eggs. 
“T had to get rid of that pan, and it was the good one too. I would 
trust Rae at the store if she was willing to go, but not these two just 
vet 


“Hey, she goes sometimes.” 
“Yeah, when one of us goes. Girl needs to start going on her own.” 
“You sound like her mother.” Robin smiled. 


“I damn well better. Girl needs a bit of guidance. Just surprised 
that she does listen, you know?” 


“Yeah, I know what you mean.” Robin nodded and sat back on the 
stool. “Sometimes, when no one decides to listen or pay attention to 
our training drills or debriefings,” he paused to look at Cyborg who 
looked very interested in measuring out the exact amount of milk 
and not at all guilty, “Pll look over to see her still listening. It’s the 
quiet support, you know?” 


“Yeah,” Cyborg nodded, pausing his cooking to engage more in 
the conversation, “when I’m down in the garage and things aren’t 
going the way I want them to, [ll find her sitting there just watching. 
Sometimes she'll ask questions and it always seems to make me feel 
better, you know? Gets me back into the flow.” 


“Yeah, she has a way with that.” 
‘Just glad she doesn’t hit me like she does to BB. Sometimes I get, 
dare I say,” he paused and looked to the door in case Raven decided 


to walk in as he lowered his voice, “a hug.” 


“And here I thought I was the only one getting Raven hugs.” Robin 
held a hand to his chest in mock betrayal. “I thought that was our 


thing.” 
“Yall have many things. You can share a few hugs.” Cyborg teased. 
“If I must.” Robin sighed dramatically. 


Cyborg gave a short chuckle and opened his mouth to keep the 
banter going before he heard the swoosh of the doors opening. “Oh, 
there she 1s!” Cyborg smiled as Raven came stumbling in, a light 
purple blanket wrapped around her, her messy bun became even 
messier as purple strands came loose with her stumbling steps. 


She gave a mumbled greeting in response as she pulled out a book 
from her blanket, dropping it on the coffee table with a solid thud, 
and plopped herself down on the right side of the couch. She pulled 
her blanket over her head as she flopped on the couch. 


“Well, good evening to you too.” Cyborg chuckled as he watched 
the whole production. “Nice of you to grace us with your presence.” 


Raven gave another mumble acknowledging that she heard him 
and closed her eyes. 


Cyborg turned back to Robin, who just shrugged. Cyborg raised 
his eyebrow, knowing Robin knew more than he was letting on. 


“She had a bit of a rough night last night.” Robin decided on, not 
wanting to put words in her mouth but knowing Cyborg was going 
to try to get an answer out of him. 


Neither one seemed to be having an easy time falling asleep despite 
knowing they had the next day off. So when Robin came to the main 
room to get a snack last night, he was only slightly surprised to see 
Raven reading on the couch. They didn’t talk too much besides a 
general hello, but they sat together for a good few hours until Robin 
turned in again for the night. He knew that there was something 
bothering her and keeping her from sleeping, but if she didn’t want 


to talk about it, then he would wait until she was ready. He had 
assumed that she had gone to sleep sometime during the day since 
no one had seen her but apparently not judging by the way she came 
in. 


Cyborg nodded, satisfied with that answer, and went back to 
mixing. He wanted to press more, but now wasn’t the time. She at 
least made an appearance, so it’s not to the point where he should 
be too worried. Right? “Can you get the strawberries out of the 
fridge?” He asked Robin, raising his voice so a certain someone on 
the couch would hear. ““‘They’re going to be strawberry tonight.” 


‘They both watched as that certain someone sleepily raised her head 
at the mention of strawberries, curiously taking a look to see what 
was being made. Her eyes widened ever so slightly in anticipation 
upon seeing the waffle iron. 


“Sure thing.” Robin said, shaking his head in amusement. Leave it 
to some food to get her attention. “We should have just enough for 
the three of us. 


“Sweet! Can you rinse them off while you’re over there?” Cyborg 
asked. “Pll cut them and all. You can go chill for a bit.” 


“Yep.” Robin nodded, shifting slightly to the sink and rinsed the 
berries in their container giving it a few shakes to get most of the 
water off. “You sure you don’t need any help? I can do the rest if you 
want. You’ve been cooking all day.” 


“Nah,” Cyborg waved off. “It’s fine. You can’t make them as well 
as I can.” He smirked. 


“You wound me.” Robin feigned insult with another dramatically 
placed hand on his chest. “Raven won't treat me like this.” 


They both heard a light scoff from the couch and a mumbled, “So 
dramatic, these two.” 


Cyborg burst out laughing, having to put the knife down from 
cutting the strawberries so as to not dent his metal fingers while 
Robin kept up his dramatics as he walked towards the couch. 


“Me? Dramatic? Never.” He plopped himself down in between 
the armrest and her head. “You're the one that’s quite dramatic.” 


“Yall woke me up with your bitching, I didn’t do anything.” Raven 
erumbled and scooted back a bit, giving him some more room. 


“Yall?” Robin chuckled. 


“Aww,” Cyborg put a hand to his heart with an amused soft 
expression, “ve been rubbing off on you, little lady.” 


“Ueh,” Raven threw the quilt over her head, “just let me wallow 
in my own angst.” 


“You can wallow with company.” Robin placed his hand on what 
he assumed was her head and patted gently. “You’ve been chilling all 
day, now it’s time to join humanity and have a change of scenery.” 

“Nofh diganteto.” 


“Hmm? It’s hard to hear you through the blanket.” 


Raven sighed and pulled her blanket down, Robin retracting his 
hand. “I wanted to relax, but I didn’t get to.” 


“No? You’ve been looking forward to it for a while.” 
“TI know.” Raven shook her head, bringing her hands up to rub 
her face. “I just wasn’t able to sleep. I’ve been doing the annoying 


dosing-in-and-out all day and now [’m just over it.” 


“So you've been awake since,” Robin paused to think but was 


interrupted. 


“It’s been three days.” Raven interjected, looking up to meet his 
masked eyes. “Well, today is the third day.” 


“You haven't slept in three days?” Robin asked worriedly in a 
hushed tone so he didn’t get Cyborg’s attention. But without his 
knowledge, Cyborg heard. It wasn’t just his sonic hearing that came 
in handy at times, but it picked up on more than what others thought. 
So for his sleepy friend, he added some more strawberries into her 
waffle mix. Hell, he busted into his mini chocolate chip stash for her 
to add in as well. She deserved it. 


“No.” She shook her head lightly, looking away. 
“Why didn’t you tell me last night that you couldn’t sleep?” 


“IT thought Pd be able to sleep because of our training sessions 
yesterday. Apparently not.” 


“Well, is there anything I can do to help?” He looked down as 
Raven brought a hand to her mouth, a big yawn coming out of her. 


“Besides leaving? No.” 
“Ouch. Well, just for that, I’m staying.” 


Raven drew out a long sigh and just laid there for a few moments. 
She wasn’t too thrilled that he wouldn’t leave. She could tell him to 
move or move him herself with a flick of her wrist, but she wasn’t 
not happy that he wanted to be with her, trying to help her. “You’re 
not going to leave, are you?” 


“Nope.” Robin shook his head and laid his hand on her quilted 
back. “Not until dinner’s ready or you zonk out. Whichever comes 
ESCs 


“Mmmph.” She grumbled, too tired to argue and accepted her 
fate. She tucked the quilt back around her as she snuggled into the 
couch. Maybe if she closed her eyes for just a little bit - . 


“You do realize that dinner will be ready soon though, nght? 
Cyborg might not be too happy if you sleep through the meal he 
made for you.” 


Raven cracked her eyes, slightly startled, forgetting that Robin was 
there for a moment. “I’m not going to fall asleep.” 


“Really?” Robin said sarcastically. “You look awfully comfortable 
for someone who’s going to stay awake.” 


“Girl, I know you’re not choosing now to fall asleep!” Cyborg 
hollered from the kitchen. “I’ve been slaving over a hot stove all day. 
Least you could do is eat some of it.” 


That gave the two a light chuckle. Leave it to Cyborg to find a way 
to get dramatic about food. 


“Tm just resting my eyes.” She murmured into the couch. “If I 
couldn’t sleep earlier, then ’m not holding my breath that [ll sleep 


we) 


now. 


“That’s fair.” Robin shrugged. “Will it bother you if I turn on the 
Vie 


“No, go ahead.” 


Robin leaned forward to the coffee table to grab the remote that 
was just millimeters away from being crushed by Raven’s tomb of 
a book. He silently thanked whoever was listening that the remote 
did not meet its demise because that was the backup of the backup 
remote and they didn’t have any more after that one. “Do you have 
a preference of what you would like to watch? Or listen to, if you’re 
just resting your eyes like you claim?” 


“T don’t care.” She shook her head. 


Robin didn’t even have the TV on for more than a second before 
Raven interjected. 


“Besides that.” 
“Ok 
“Or that.” She said when he changed it to something else. 


“Shouldn't you be asleep by now?” He said with a sigh and lightly 
bopped her bun. 


“Tm not sleeping, ?’m-” 


“Resting your eyes, I know.” Robin finished for her with a playful 
eye roll. He knew she would most likely be zonked out in a matter of 
minutes. No matter how much she huffed and puffed, he knew she 
was content with him being there. If she wasn’t, then he most likely 
would have been thrown across the room. “Is this to your hearing 
pleasure?” He asked, stopping on a movie that he would watch from 
time to time. 


Raven opened her eyes ever so slightly to see what he chose and 
nodded in acceptance, closing her eyes as she adjusted her quilt to 
cover her ears, just a bit of her nose and eyes poking out. 


It took Cyborg a bit longer than he expected to finish dinner. He 
added too many strawberries in Raven’s batter, which caused the 
waffles to cook weirdly with the added chocolate chips. It took a bit 
of finagling but he figured it out. 


All finished with making dinner, he decided to bring dinner over 
and eat while they watched TV. It was their night off after all. 


“Alright, you two,” he announced as he walked over. “Dinner is- 1s 
she asleep?” 


Bringing his attention away from the ‘TV, Robin looked down at his 
friend who claimed she was just “resting her eyes.” She was indeed 
asleep, not to his surprise. His hand rose up and down steadily on her 
back as her breath evened out while her hands had shifted slightly, 
heavy from sleep. 


“Yeah.” Robin looked up with a smile. 


Cyborg sighed and shook his head in amusement. “This girl, I 
swear. Do you want to eat here or at the table so we don’t disturb 
here” 


“We can eat at the table if you’re fine with that.” 


“Works for me.” Cyborg shrugged indifferently. “I’m glad she’s 
able to rest. Pll save her a plate for later.” 


“That sounds good.” Robin nodded. “PII be over in a minute.” 


Cyborg nodded and made his way over to the kitchen table to set 
out their dinner. 


Taking a few more moments with the snoozing empath, he gave 
her back a slight pat as he carefully stood up, trying not to jostle 
the couch too much. He took a second to stretch and turned off 
the TV before he turned back to his friend. “Good night Rae,” he 
whispered. “I hope you have a nice sleep.” 


Maybe it was because she was going on three days without sleep, 
or maybe the couch had magical sleepy powers, but something about 
being with her friends and knowing that they were there for her was 
enough to help her to sleep soundly. And sleep soundly, she did. 
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OF COURSE, ROBIN. 


ACTUALLY... YEAH... 
THERE’S SOMETHING 
ON MY MIND THAT’S 
BEEN BOTHERING 
Me. BDO YOU GUYS 
MIND IF I JOIN YOU? 


OF COURSE, COME 
OVER HERE! 


UH?! OF COURSE! 


THE END! 
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NOSTALGIA 


Written by: Xaphrin 


There was a stillness to the tower that unsettled Nightwing. 


If he stood in the middle of the common room and closed his 
eyes, he could almost hear the sounds of years past — Beast Boy’s 
shrill voice claiming that Cyborg had cheated, and Cyborg’s sharp 
response. Starfire smiling brightly, her eyes filled with joy, and 
Raven’s quiet consumption of all the chaos around her. 


Before the inevitable change of adulthood and everything that 
came with it. 


“No one ever thought to teach me how to pay taxes?” Pause. “Do 
we even get paid?” 


“You look haunted by ghosts.” 


Nightwing jumped and turned around to see Raven leaning against 
the door frame, watching him with a guarded expression. Raven and 
Changeling had stuck around the tower the longest, but even their 
tenure with the newest iteration of the ‘Titans was waning, Raven’s 
duties often took her from place to place, and in spite of Batman’s 
stern warnings about Raven’s heritage, Nightwing trusted her more 
than most members of the Justice League. 


“What brings you back here?” She pushed herself to a standing 
position and approached him slowly, her eyes flicking over his masked 
face. “I thought there was some big meeting up at the Watchtower.” 
Raven did nothing to hide her disdain. She was still sour about not 
being asked to join the Justice League, and was instead left to train 
new recruits and honorary ‘Titans members. 


“The meeting was delayed. Superman and Green Lantern were 
needed off-world, so the League thought it was best if we met later.” 
He shrugged, not really caring all that much about League business. 
“T thought I would stop by and see how everyone was doing.” 


“We're fine.” Her response was casual, but there was a shadow of 
sadness in it. Out of all of his former teammates, Nightwing knew 
that Raven took their slow separation the worst. She not only missed 
the camaraderie between everyone, but she missed the semblance of 
normalcy. “How has Star been?” 


“Good. Star misses you, and she keeps asking when you'll stop 
by again.” It was an open invitation for her to come and see them 
in Bludhaven, but Nightwing knew Raven’s answer before she even 
spoke. 


“Tll come by when I can.” 


That was always her answer - never something definitive. It 
wasn’t meant to be something that turned him away, but Raven’s life 
could be unpredictable and volatile. All of their lives had become 
unpredictable, and nothing was as certain as things had been 
before they drifted apart. Sure, random attacks from Mad Mod or 
Control Freak could upend their lives, but there was still something 
permanent about their friendship and the bonds they had developed 
as a team. 


Nightwing turned as he heard the door hiss open to his right. 
Changeling walked in, looking surprised to see him. 


“Dick!” His voice had deepened over the years, but his face still 
held some of that boyish charm. Changeling would forever be a 
kid at heart. “Man, I haven’t seen you in ages! How’ve you been? 
How’s the League treating you?” He stepped forward and enveloped 
Nightwing in a friendly hug. It felt comforting and familiar, and 
Nightwing felt his body relax as memories filled his thoughts again. 


“T don't really hug.” 
“You should. It’s good for you.” 


Raven’s expression softened a little and she watched with curiosity 
as Changeling continued to ask questions about Nightwing’s life. 
They spoke easily, even though they had drifted apart in the past few 
years. It wasn’t because they didn’t want to stay friends, but because 


life often got in the way. That was doubly so when your best friends 
were superheroes. 


Finally, Changeling stepped back and rested his elbow on Raven’s 
shoulder, grinning at him as he leaned against her. Raven pushed 
him off with a roll of her eyes, and Nightwing felt himself smile. After 
all their time together, Changeling and Raven’s friendship continued 
to ebb and flow, even after Nightwing had left for Bludhaven, and 
Cyborg had left for Star City. But, Nightwing didn’t blame the 
uncertainty between them. All of their lives were messy, and so many 
joys could be easily stolen from them at a moment’s notice. 


Nightwing had considered his long-lived friendships practically 
elusive with most people he knew. What he shared with his old 
team was unheard through most of the League. Even with all of 
the superheroes that had worked together for years, long-term 
friendships were rare, and Nightwing cherished what he had with 
the Titans. 


“You should come around more often. ’’m sure you can give 
the new trainees the runaround.” Changeling laughed, the sound 
careiree: Ihey meedit:~ 


“Only because you're soft on them.” Raven pushed his arm off her 
shoulder and shook her head. “You don’t run them through their 
paces like Robin did with us.” 


At the sound of his old moniker, Nightwing felt himself smile. 
Memories of early morning training sessions and late-night team 
meetings filled his mind. Back then, he had this idea that he could step 
out of Batman’s shadow and become his own leader of a superhero 
team. Sometimes, he felt like he succeeded, but there were times that 
he felt like he failed too. Everyone had been forced to grow up far 
too quickly, and their normal childhoods had been sacrificed often 
in order to save the planet. ‘There were so many normal things they 
had missed because of what they had been forced to become. 


Nightwing felt his heartache for the things they had lost, sometimes 
at his own hand. 


“T probably should have gone a little easier on you.” He rubbed 
the back of his head, feeling sheepish as his stare darted between 
them. This was a conversation he had internally with himself, but 
had never taken the time to speak it out loud. He should have said it 
years ago. “We deserved to be... teens. Kids. Not soldiers of war.” 


“Youre right.” 


“Raven!” Changeling looked over at her and frowned, but she 
looked unrepentant. 


Nightwing offered a soft, low laugh. “Pm not ashamed to admit 
that I was wrong...” He paused and gave a small shrug. “... at least 
not anymore.” 


“It’s nice to know you’re capable of growth, Nightwing.” Raven’s 
own smile turned teasing, and she watched him for a long moment. 
“T’ve missed having your wisdom around the tower, you know.” She 
paused, pretending to think. “And mishaps.” 


Changeling rolled his eyes and threw his hands up in defeat. “Only 
you two can build a friendship over being snide to each other.” 


Raven let go of a chuckle and patted his arm. “It’s how we learned 
to communicate.” 


The sound of a call beeped in through the communication screen 
in the back of the room. Raven answered the call and was greeted 
with Cyborg’s face grinning at them. “Hey, guys!” He paused as he 
looked over at Nightwing, his smile widening. “Hey, hair gel. It’s 
been a while. What are you doing over at the tower?” 


“The League meeting was canceled. I was just stopping by to see 
how everyone was doing.” Nightwing nodded. “It’s been a while 
since I’ve seen you at the Watchtower. How have you been doing?” 


Cy shrugged, looking unaffected. “Good. Gan’t complain.” 


“Cy’s helping us beef up our security system. He says it’s overdue 
for an upgrade.” Changeling leaned back on his heels, staring at 
the screen. “We're still getting alerts and warnings, just like we’re 


supposed to. And, I haven’t noticed anything wrong with it.” 


“Yet.” Cyborg shook his head, his mouth tilting up at the corners 
in a thin smile. “You haven’t noticed anything wrong yet. And the 
security system hasn’t been updated since Nightwing flew the coop. 
So, yeah. It’s way overdue for an upgrade.” 


Raven gave Changeling a knowing look. “Told you.” 


Changeling stuck out his tongue at her and made a face, looking 
every bit the young teen he had been when he joined the Titans. 
Looking around the room, surrounded by his friends, Nightwing felt 
a weird aching feeling in his chest, as though nostalgia was twisting 
around his heart and squeezing. He always knew he missed his 
friends, he just never really realized how much, and being around 
them again made that feeling increase tenfold. 


“This feels kinda nice.” 


Nightwing glanced back at Cyborg’s oversized image on the screen 
and blinked. “What does?” 


“This.” Cyborg motioned to the room. “Having us together again. 
It’s been a long time since we’ve been together like this, and just... 
hung out.” 


“To be fair,’ Raven said, “We really didn’t get many opportunities 
to just hang out when we were younger. And when we did have time, 
it was usually interrupted. We tended to be easy targets.” 


“Raven’s right...” Changeling glanced up at the ceiling and sighed, 
sounding almost wistful, as though he were thinking about the way 
things had been before. “I don’t think we ever got the chance to be 
normal teens. It would have been nice to just be together and watch 
TV and be... kids.” He snorted. “Hell, even when we did get to 
watch ‘TV, it always ended up with either Raven haunting the tower, 
or Control Freak being... well, Control Freak.” 


Raven shuddered and frowned. “Never again. I never want to live 
through that memory ever again.” 


Changeling perked up and pushed at Nightwing’s shoulder. “Hey, 
we should call up Star! It'll be like a real impromptu reunion. All of 
us together again, trying to hang out, just like old times.” 


“Actually, I haven’t talked to Starfire in a few months.” Raven’s 
normally stoic expression seemed to soften. “It would be nice to see 
her again.” 


“Sure.” Nightwing nodded, a smile splitting his face. “She’d love to 
talk to everyone again. She just got back from ‘Tamaran, and could 
probably use the company.” 


Changeling moved to the overly large display screen and input 
Starfire’s information, splitting the screen in two. There was a quick 
ring, before Starfire picked up with a surprised expression. 


“Friends!” Starfire’s eyes brightened and she leaned forward with 
excitement lining her features. She pushed at her hair and gave 
them all a small wave. “It has been so long since we have had the 
opportunity to talk! How have you been?” 


Varying answers seemed to sputter around Nightwing, and he felt 
himself smile. Changeling and Raven were still working with the 
newest members of the ‘Titans, and Cyborg was working with the 
League. It all felt normal, and yet not normal at the same time. It felt 
rehearsed, like these would be things they would say to anyone who 
asked. Nightwing looked around as his friends continued talking 
to each other, giving updates on their lives. The world seemed to 
separate them all, but they still clung to the memory of each other. 
It wasn’t that long ago that they were all crowded in this same room, 
mourning the loss of parts of their lives. 


Raven’s failed first foray into romance, and the inevitable heartache. 
Starfire’s anger at Kitten, when she forced a date with Robin. 
Beast Boy’s first job, when the world nearly ended. 

Cyborg’s first car, which was promptly destroyed. 


There were so many parts of their lives that felt so strange, because 


it seemed like they were going through the motions of being teens, but 
they never really had the opportunity to be teens. Even the expected 
hallmarks of their adolescence were tainted by being superheroes 
— their failures and their successes. ‘They were forced to face things 
most teenagers never dreamed of, and forced far too quickly into 
adulthood. ‘They missed so many milestones, and yet somehow... 
somehow, they came out okay. 


Not great. Sometimes, not even good. But, okay. And that was all 
they could ask for. 


Nightwing felt his heart swell as laughter echoed through the 
room. Changeling had told a terrible joke, and Raven was punching 
his arm. Starfire was laughing, and Cyborg was rolling his eyes, but 
somehow still smirked. It was like they were teens again. ‘The room 
was filled with warmth and love and friendship, and Nightwing 
couldn’t help but smile at it all. 


Their childhood was so different than any of them expected, 
and they had all sacrificed so much, but they were still succeeding, 
even thriving. It was more than any of them could hope for. 
After everything they had been through, their losses and waning 
relationships, they could still be friends. ‘They could still be here, at 
the tower, navigating their lives the best way any of them knew how. 


They lost so much, but somehow, it felt like they gained even more. 


.- 
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STUPID THERAPY NOTEBOOK OR WHATEVER 


Dr. Lance has told me to start keeping a notebook for therapy so here we 
are. Today | felt bad. 


Dr. Lance has told me that ! should write more in my notebook and that 
she would be “happy to let you have it as your own safe space,” which ! 
think just means she won't bug me about reading it out loud again. She 
also asked me to call her Dinah. | have no intention of doing either of 


these things. 


Maybe Dr. Dinah was onto something here. It does feel nice to have an 
outlet to scream at who won't follow up with big green puppy dog eyes. 
< stuff to talk to Dinah about: 


e amisad ora bad person 


7 e get spirally sad thoughts when I’m alone too much 


e get anxious thoughts when I’m not alone enough 


Dinah says depression makes you blame yourself for things 
that aren't your fault. But | feel like maybe she’s wrong and 
they are my fault and she just hasn't realized that yet. 


| yelled at Star today because Robin is gone and she kept 
trying to hang out and ! didn't want to hang out but | 
shouldn't have yelled at her and now ! feel bad. Anyone 
who yells at Star has to be a bad person, right? 


Star forgave me before | even apologized. Of course she did. | 
told her ''A hang out with her if hanging out meant just 
sitting around and reading and she seemed cool with that. 


| told Dinah about that time Star and | switched bodies and how bad | was 
at using Star's powers. She said that feeling “unbridled joy” and “righteous 
fury” and “boundless confidence” isn't always a bad thing and that feeling 
these things and letting my powers act on them are two separate things. 


“control your emotions without bottling them up” 
how?? esp when “emotions” is “anger that almost ended the universe once”??? 


BB thinks it’s funny when he's a cat 
and puts his paw in all my tea mugs = 


Robin made us do a team bonding day. -_ 


twee lerrherrible ther ttheestt 


Dinah says | should let ER be more genuine in m 
emotions, so: It was nice to hang out with my friends HI RAE V4 


when no one was in immediate danger of dying. There. 


| don't know what's going on with me and BB but he gave me a big dumb 
smile today when we were on the rooftop and we're watching a movie this 
Friday and Cyborg was making eyebrow-waggly faces at him the whole 
time after we came back inside, so that’s happening, | might throw up?? 


The movie was nice. ~ My smiley-faces look stupid. 


Dinah told me about “reframing” today. She said instead of thinking of 
my powers as something bad or dark, | should think about how | use 
them to protect and heal my friends instead of just terrifying or 
hurting people. | like that thought. 


| beat Cyborg in chess today. Felt pretty good. He owes me a new board, 
though, because he “accidentally” flipped it when he lost and it flew 


out the window. He also owes the tower a new window. 


Felt really bad today. | don't even know why. | just started thinking 
about Trigon and how much like him ! am. BB and | hung out which was 
nice but | hate feeling like a burden to him. Dinah says these slumps 
are normal and it doesn't mean I'm not getting better or that my meds 
aren't working. It still sucks. 


| figured out why ! felt bad, ! think. | don't know how, but | forgot about 
my birthday. It’s today. | couldn't figure out why BB was being so weird 
until we went to the kitchen and there was a mountain of ice cream and 
something Star made/found called glorrk (spelling??). ! feel like everyone 
was kind of on edge because they didn't know if | would be mad, and 
then | kind of started crying, which was super embarrassing, but | think 
they were happy tears and we just hung out and it was really nice. 


Today was a good day. Maybe tomorrow will be, too. 


Ky 


IMPERMANENT 


Written by: Robxstarstar 


Time is change. 


She knows this. Existence is the child of impermanence. What you 
do with your time determines who you are. 


Time, for her, is a thing that takes. ‘Takes her family and home 
away, takes her to a cold and distant Gordanian ship where she is 
something nameless monsters spend their time on. 


Time, for her, is a thing that gives. Gives her Earth and friends and 
him, gives her a life born anew. A life where she gives good people 
more time by correcting those who don’t use theirs wisely. 


Time, for her, is every little moment. She doesn’t believe in labels 
like past, present, and future. They are different ways of telling the 
same story. Simultaneous, nothing and everything at once. 


She never imagined she wouldn’t have enough of it. 
“Star? Starfire, are you in there?” 


She stared blankly out of Her-bedroom the empty room. The 
curtains she accidentally blasted apart once were gone. She didn’t 
answer. 


“Everyone else just finished packing. I just wanted to let you know.” 


Most change for her was sudden, unexpected. Leaving her 
untethered in a blink of an eye. But this change crept up in whispers 
until it was all-encompassing. Beastboy’s videogames grew a layer 
of dust. Robin Nightwing’s visits to Gotham or Bludhaven became 
longer and longer. Cyborg mentored ‘Titans East, Raven was off in 


Azarath... 
And she stayed the same. 


“Tam coming, Richard. I have a few the taking care ofs to do.” 


Even her English remained unchanged, still in wrong conjugations 
and broken spurts. Was that why this was so hard? Because she never 
became different? 


If she wanted to be different, how? She’d made the greatest mistake 
one can: identifying oneself with the ego. She knew herself by what 
she was, not who she was. A princess. A slave. A ‘Titan. 


Now, she was nothing. 


What could she be? Reclaiming her right to the throne was not 
an option. It meant year-long negotiations. Forced marriages. 
Unresolved wars. ‘The fate of a planet that wasn’t home anymore in 
her hands. Galfore had made a name for himself as Grand Ruler, 


anyway. 


She remembered the reason she left her throne last time. He 
knocked at her door. She followed him. 


She couldn’t do so again. 


“That’s the last of it, yall,’ Cyborg said when she finally poked her 
head out of the door. “The security system codes are going to ‘Tim 
and the rest of ‘em when they move in. Until then, ‘Titans Tower is 
on lockdown.” 


Richard, Raven, and Beastboy stood in a circle around Cy in the 
living room, waiting for her. ‘The parties and goodbyes were done 
last night; talking, laughing, reminiscing until dawn’s first breath. All 
that was left was to leave. 


Cyborg, of course, was the first to depart. He’d quit the team twice 
before due to ideological differences, or just plain stubbornness. 
‘There were times she could tell he was itching to be in Nightwing’s 
place, that he wanted Victor Stone to be synonymous with “leader”. 


He had his own team now. He put his gadgets down and embraced 
everyone, no longer a colleague. Just a friend. 


Even though he was long past putting on a tough-guy act, he still 
tried to hide his tears. “I oughta get going. See y’all—” 


“Dude. Come here.” Beastboy yanked him back into the group 
hug, doing their bro handshake one last time. Starfire held her 
frterds family tight, not in the bone-crushing way she used to, but in 
the way that made her think she’d break if she let go. 


Sometimes, you have to close your eyes to see a moment. Raven’s 
purple wisps tickling her neck, Beastboy’s purr as he transformed 
into a cat to elbow into the huddle, Richard’s tense shoulders 
relaxing into her as if he hadn't breathed in years. She savors it, 
because although everyone promises other hugs, other handshakes, 
other memories, it will never be the same. 


The ‘Titans, as they were. Whole for the last time. 


Cyborg’s car drove away, no doubt heading towards Steel City. She 
watches long after it disappears over the horizon. 


And then there were four. 


Beastboy and Raven watched for the other’s signal, in sync down 
to the moment they’d leave. ‘Together. There were no talks about 
it beforehand. No declaration to the rest of the team. It was an 
unspoken promise: Wherever you're going, ’m going that way. 


They were drifters by nature. Even in the womb, Raven wandered 
between planes of existence. She ran from Azarath, her father, what 
she was destined to become. She learned to stay, not within a place, 
but within herself. 


As for Beastboy, he’d traveled across different continents, teams, 
and shapes. Home was the people he was with. He was a follower, 
sometimes a blind one at that. 


But they weren't going together because they couldn’t be alone. 
They weren't trying to escape from anything. Their bond was a 
conscious decision, one that bettered the other without giving up a 
part of themselves. 


Why couldn’t she be that way? 


“Where are you two going? You didn’t say much about it last 


night.” Richard asked. He was on the polar opposite end of the 
room, keeping such distance from her that no one could throw “you 
two” together in a sentence about them. Us. Us. Us. 


Richard yearned for such lack of responsibility, for half-baked 
ideas and unlaid plans that changed overnight. He felt his past, 
present, and future were set in stone. Like a trapeze artist, he could 
only swing between it. 


Beastboy lept up, dancing the salsa. “Rae and I are going to 
Mexico. Finally getting the vacation our fearless leader wouldn’t let 
us take. Right, Rae?” 


“No 99 


Beastboy processed the team’s split the only way he knew how: 
jokes. “You just wait. We'll send you a postcard wearing a sombrero.” 


Raven scoffed. “I didn’t know you could write.” 


Starfire edged away from the banter. Words used to come easy 
to her, or rather the emotion behind them. Whether it was poems, 
songs, or battle cries, she verbalized everything, as if it made her 
feelings real. But since her “Pleasant shlorvaks, friends!” last night, 
she hadn’t spoken once. 


Raven sensed it, picking out Starfire’s sadness from the turbulence 
of new beginnings pouring off all her friends. She broke Beastboy’s 
stream of funny comments and walked over. 


They'd always been sisters, however reluctant. It was hard to get 
along when Raven pushed away the feelings that were a’ Tamaranian’s 
world. But after switching bodies, Starfire learned Raven hid her 
pain to cause less pain for others. And she understood. 


Over the years, Raven realized that her pain was created from 
nonacceptance. As long as she could accept her emotions, she could 
control them. 


Starfire did the opposite. She began to hide. Happiness and 
righteous fury were all anyone wanted her to feel. Not sorrow. Not 


heartbreak. 
She couldn’t help but feel it all as Raven took her into her arms. 
They didn’t say anything. ‘They didn’t need to. Sisters just know. 


“Take care of Silkie for me, okay?” Beastboy said once Raven 
pulled away, taking his turn to hold her. “Love you, Star.” 


They moved on to say farewell to Nightwing. Beastboy gave him 
the Doom Patrol’s location in case of an emergency in Gotham. 
Raven whispered something in his ear. Starfire didn’t stick around 
to hear it. 


She wanted to beg them to stay for all the wrong reasons. ‘The 
tower was vast, but its emptiness was suffocating. Richard could no 
longer avoid her in his subtle nuances, like positioning himself on the 
other side of the group hug or keeping his mask on so no one knew 
who his transparent gaze fell on. She felt him there, but whenever 
she turned around—gone. 


Her legs moved before she commanded them to, taking her across 
the living room, up the stairs, and to the tower’s roof away from him. 
She had no reason to stay on the ground, but she couldn’t fly either. 


She reached the place between earth and sky, eyes glazing over 
the waterfront. Cyborg was probably in the middle of ‘Titans East’s 
welcoming party, Beastboy and Raven in another dimension. Yet she 
was furthest from him. 


If she lifted off right now, leaving bags and Silkie behind, would he 
notice she was gone? Would he even care? 


Or worse, would she be able to without falling? 
Five minutes. 

Wen: 

Fifteen. 


She tells herself this minute will be the last. It never is. 


The door eventually, finally, clicks behind her. Her feet are stuck 
to their spot. She had been waiting for him since the start, to 
finishthemissionadmithisfeelingsbecomehisownman. It was the only 
way she could stay. 


“Hey, Star.” Her name was foreign in his mouth. “Can I sit?” She 
hadn't realize she had. 


He settled at an appropriate distance from her, so onlookers 
couldn’t say anything was going on. 


You're my best friend. Nothing more. Nothing less. 


“It’s weird, isn’t it?” He edged closer, and she curled her legs to her 
chest. “With everybody gone.” 


He was so aloof about it, ike moving out of their home of four 
years was small talk. Lately, any deeper conversation between them 
resulted in sullen whispers and slammed doors. She didn’t respond. 


“Tl miss it,” Richard continued. “I never planned to work with a 
team. But this,” 


He trailed off. She should’ve known not to hold her breath for him 
to express anything. She couldn’t help but wonder what he would 
have said. 


She would’ve called them family. 


“But this is for the best.” He reassured, talking to himself more 
than her. “Now you and everyone can go out there. Do what you 
really want.” 


Her muscles tensed, almost shaking. If he saw her reaction, he 
didn’t care. 


Something inside her snapped. 


“What I want?” Her throat was hoarse from a long dry spell. “You 
have not once asked me what I want.” 


He reverted back to stoicism, planning every word to detail like one 


of his trapeze routines. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 


She gulped down sick. “You made the decision to end the team. 
‘To return to the city of Gotham. And you did not think to ask me.” 


“We’ve been over this.” He insisted. “You can’t come to Gotham. 
It’s too dangerous.” 


Her eyes narrowed. “You consistently underestimate my strength.” 


“T didn’t mean it like that.” He tried to put his hand over hers. She 
lurched back. “It’s just... not the right place for you.” 


“If it is not the right place for me, what is?” As appalling a dreary 
wasteland with a guardian that shunned her was, so were her other 
options. “I have nowhere else to go.” 


As if her place wasn’t with him. 


“You think I didn’t want everyone—us—to stay?” His breath 
hitched. “I tried. I really tried. But it’s ttme to move on, Star. After 
all these years, I’ve learned it’s never good to live in someone else’s 
shadow.” 


He went soft, like back in ‘Tokyo, when for one moment, they 
stopped pretending. “Especially when you have so much light.” 


“There is nowhere.” She repeated, stubborn. “I am not even from 
your world.” 


“Ti doesnt ineam you cant help it Te encouraged)” “Wheres 
plenty of places that need someone like you. You’re looking at one 
right now.” 


Jump City. She saw a spacious apartment with unpacked boxes. 
A fresh, purple uniform. New blood to mentor, or even befriend. 
Something sweet. Something new. 


She still didn’t answer. She’d learned too much from the earthlings, 
to project false impressions and speak with silence. 


Richard finally gave in, emitting a deep sigh. “Just think about it, 


okay? It’s your choice.” 


He kissed her on the cheek. A chaste kiss, one that promised more 
waiting. “Ill be securing the perimeter before the move-in. Ill come 
say goodbye later.” 


It was goodbye, if you can end something you never began. He 
came in and out of her life like a shadow afraid to mark its presence. 
Always watching, but never speaking. 


As for her, she only held on. ‘To him, to everything. Squeezing 
grains of sand tighter in her palm and being confused when it 
slipped through her fingers. Her family. Her freedom. Her planet. 
Always the last left behind. 


She needed to be the one to leave first. 


She stood and teetered on the tower’s edge. Some part of her 
thought of escape. Another, to fight. The last, to stay. Acceptance 
was feeling all and doing none. 


She thought of Beastboy, Cyborg, Raven. ‘Transitioning into their 
new lives in a way they were both held and free. Richard, giving her 
space to change at her own pace, even though he was having trouble 
with it himself. Moving forward, but not on. 


Maybe she could do the same. 


Keep her memories close, but understand when they were over. 
Hold different titles, but still be herself: 


Time is change. Existence 1s the child of impermanence. 
But don’t mistake impermanence for meaninglessness. 
A tear falls. She steps. Jumps. Lifts. 

And she is free. 
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